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BIG STEVE

By Frank Crawford
"I don't believe in coddling crim-

inals," said the 'district attorney,
smashing down his red fist upon the
table. "No, sir! What with your hu-

manities and your movies for crim-
inals nowadays, you are making the
penitentiary a pleasant resort for the
outlaws of the country."

"I don't know," answered the gov-
ernor thoughtfully, "I remember
when I was warden at Salt Lake
prison camp "

"You initiated this modern system
in our state, sir," said the district at-
torney.

"You never heard how I came to
see some good in the worst side of
human nature, Mr, Elson?"

"It doesn't exist."
"So I thought," answered the gov-

ernor. "I used the harsh methods of
the old days, the whip, the cooler and
all the rest of it Well, it was Big
Steve changed my viewpoint. He
was the worst nigger of the lot. Why,
we'd almost seared the flesh off his
back and then we couldn't do any-
thing with him. He'd half killed a
woman that was why he was sent
up for a dozen years. Savagely at-
tacked the guards and his fellow pris-
oners. But he hated me worst of the
lot, and whenever I went near the
fellow he'd snarl like a mountain
lion.

"He got away one night We went
after him, four of us. I was among
them. You see, a prisoner's hatred
tells on the nerves of his guards,
even on those of the warden, and
when I heard the fellow had gotten
away I didn't lose two minutes start-
ing after him. What made it worse
was that he'd managed to overpower
a guard and take his rifle.

"There was a single cartridge in
the rifle. It was the practice to give
each of the guards a loaded rifle
when he went on duty. He had a few

other cartridges, too, but the rifles
were not the modern service ones,
and one cartridge ata time was all
they held. Steve had the rifle. Why
he didn't kill the guard I don't know.
Maybe he thought he'd have use for
the rifle afterward, as proved to be
the case.

"He had about half an hour's start
of us, and the route he had taken was
perfectly plain. He had, in fact, only
one route to take. That was around
the borders of the lake in the direc-
tion of the little railroad that car- -

"Bring the Cigars, Steve."

ried. the pine products down to the
coast Everywhere else was noth-
ing but forest and swamp. There
wasn't a house within miles. He'd
have starved to death if he could
manage to escape the quicksands
anywhere else. The prison camp
had been built wisely and well

"We tracked Big Steve. We went
on foot, couldn't hope to catch up
with the convict before we reached
the line, but we reckoned that he'd


